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revelations for more than one couple, and several
single people.
A Sunday came, which no one in the villa with
the exception of Rachel and the Spanish maid pro-
posed to recognise. Rachel still went to church,
because she had never, according to Helen, taken
the trouble to think about it. Since they had
celebrated the service at the hotel she went there
expecting to get some pleasure from her passage
across the garden and through the hall of the hotel,
although it was very doubtful whether she would
see Terence, or at any rate have the chance of'speak-
ing to him.
As the greater number of visitors at the hotel
were English, there was almost as much difference
between Sunday and Wednesday as there is in
England, and Sunday appeared here as there, the
mute black ghost or penitent spirit of the busy week-
day. The English could not pale the sunshine, but
they could in some miraculous way slow down the
hours, dull the incidents, lengthen the meals, and
make even the servants and page-boys wear a look
of boredom and propriety. The best clothes which
every one put on helped tie general effect; it seemed
that no lady could sit down without bending a clean
starched petticoat, and no gentleman could breathe
without a sudden crackle from a stiff shirt-front.
As the hands of the clock neared eleven, on this
particular Sunday, various people tended to draw
together in the hall, clasping little red-leaved books
in their hands. The clock marked a few minutes
to the hour when a stout black figure passed through
the hall with a preoccupied expression, as though
he would rather not recognise salutations, although
aware of them, and disappeared down the corridor
which led from it.
" Mr. Bax/J Mrs. Thornbury whispered.
The little group of people then began to move off